30            NADIR, THE PERSIAN
I gripped my sword but my hand was weak.
My brain was reeling beneath the blow, >
And my body was limp with its crushing woe.
"Was it godless all this universe,
And this life of ours but a devil's curse ?
If my gold-haired girl were a thing of shame,
Then virtue itself was an empty name.
I could not think.   With my mind in a daze, I stumbled back through the winding ways. How I left the city I never knew,
For I moved in a waking trance. I wandered on without will or thought, My being a blank and all distraught,
Till I came without mischance, When  the   dawn's first light with the  darkness
strove, To my waiting slave in the little grove.
The man was faithful to me in my need. He placed me upon the Arab steed,
And running on foot with the rein, He led me away to the distant hills
Which border the city's plain. Where my Nadir and I in the days of old Had lived our life of rievers bold. And there on the floor of a hidden cave I was nursed back to sense by the faithful slave.
The days were long ere the fever lost Its grip on the deadened brain,